ch.hi	THE END	401
English officers at the cottage—it was long in being de-
livered. Wasn't there anyone you could send up with
'"Telegram? What telegram, Freule?"
Sophie went from the post-office to the cottage, which
she approached from the meadows behind it, and found
Kerstholt working in his back garden.
" You will be sorry to lose the English officers, Kerstholt.
Mr. Ballater made the front look pretty with his flowers."
"Yes, Freule. But we still have his flowers. You'll see
next spring. . . . The others were nice gentlemen too. My
wife was only saying last night how quiet they'd always
been. She was nervous at first at the notion of having
them. Strangers—Englishmen too. She didn't take to the
English after the affair in South Africa. But she was sorry
to see Mr. Alison go. We were out, both of us, to wave
him good-bye."
"It was very sudden, wasn't it?"
"That it was, Freule. We didn't rightly understand it.
Only the night previous Mr. Alison was saying: 'It will be
some time yet, perhaps a fortnight and more.' And the
next I knew was in the morning Mevrouw van Leyden
met me in the lane there. Mr. Alison was going, she says.
So I asked him. He'd let me know, he said. Then the
Freule Julie came up, and afterwards he came asking for
his packing-cases that we had stored in the shed."
"He had a telegram during the afternoon," Sophie
suggested. "That was it."
Kerstholt looked at her. Evidently he didn't know what
the English officers had been up to. He would be discreet.
"That must have been it," he agreed.
Sophie went down to Allard's house. He and his wife
were doing accounts together by the fire, and were irri-
tated by her coming. It pleased her now to waste time, to
watch their bored faces.
"Well, Sophie," said Allard, his patience deserting him,
"You see we are busy."
How it delighted her to see their faces change when
she began to tell them what she knewl Julie had been

